




















Lost Dog, Lost Watch 


It had been a glorious morning for 
a swim in the sea, and now Douglass Mac- 
Dougal was hurrying to his home in Guern- 
sey with his dog, Maggie, tagging along at 
his heels. 

When he got about half way, Maggie fell 
behind. Douglass called to her to hurry 
up, and she came running, but a moment 
later, she fell behind again. And this time 
when Douglass called she only whined and 
ran back several yards. 

Douglass thought she must have smelled 
a rabbit. “Come on,” he said. “We haven’t 
time to play.” 

Maggie only barked in reply, and ran 
farther off. “I’ve got to get to work,” 
Douglass muttered. “You'll have to find 
your own way home.” 

It was some hours later that morning 
when he felt for his watch and discovered 
it was not on his arm. “That’s odd,” he 
thought. “I must have left it on the dresser 
when I got up this morning.” 

But that night, when he went home and 
looked for the watch, he couldn’t find it. 
It was time to feed Maggie, so he mixed 
her food in a dish and set it out beside the 
door. He had noticed when he came home 
that she had not come to meet him the way 
she usually did, but had thought little of 
it. He had been sure she would appear 
when it was time to eat. 

But now, when he set the food out, no 
dog appeared. He called her name several 
times, but it was no use. 

He asked Mother whether she knew 
where she was, but she replied that, come 
to think of it, she hadn’t seen her all day. 

Douglass waited another couple of hours, 
growing more anxious by the minute as 
the approach of night failed to bring his 
pet home. At last he told his mother, “I’m 
going out to look for her. I'll be back in 
an hour. Let’s see, that’ll be———-”” He looked 
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where his watch should have been, and of 
course it wasn’t there. “I sure wish I knew 
where my watch is,” he muttered. 

Not long after Douglass left the house, 
Harry, his younger brother, suggested to 
Mother that they go to the police station 
and ask if any wandering dogs had been 
reported. 

Mother agreed and to their great joy the 
officer at the station said, “Yes, we’ve had 
a report of a dog answering your descrip- 


tion. In fact, two or three folks have cle 


phoned in to say that a bull terrier has been 
on the beach all day, acting strangely. 
Whenever anyone comes close, he growls, 
as though guarding something.” 

“That must be our Maggie,” exclaimed 
Harry. “Let’s go and get her.” 

“If only it weren’t so far to walk,” said 
Mother. 


“If you don’t mind, ma’am,” said the 
policeman, “I’d be glad to take you there 
in the police car.” 

Mother—and Harry—didn’t mind at all 
riding in the police car. When they reached 
the beach the dog was still there—and it 
was Maggie! She bounded forward to greet 
them, then went back to where she had been 
sitting and pawed at something on the 
ground. 

Harry investigated. “Look, Mother!” he 
shouted. “Here’s Douglass’ watch! He must 
have put it in the cleft of this rock when 
he went in to swim, and then forgot and 
left it behind. But Maggie remembered, 
and came back and guarded it. And see, 
Mother, the tide came right up to where 
she was sitting, but she stayed where she 
was and didn’t move.” 

When Douglass came home and heard 
the story he put both arms round Maggie’s 
neck and told her, “That watch wasn’t 
worth very much, really, but I’m going to 
keep it forever so I’ll always remember your 
faithfulness.” 

When we are as faithful to duty as 
Maggie was, God remembers it always too. 
He writes our good deeds in the book o 
remembrance so He will never forget wha 
we have done. Let’s be. faithful to Him 
every day. 


Your friend, 


oe Ware 
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AN UNCLE ARTHUR STORY 








» @ WHO MADE THAT NOISE? 


By ARTHUR S. MAXWELL 


| nag felt all grown up. Mrs. Baldwin, 
the lady next door, had asked her if she 
would act as baby sitter for her two little 
boys. 

It was good to feel trusted like this and 
she was sure there wouldn’t be any trouble, 
not with two such nice little boys as Tommy 
and Billy. 

After supper, at the time agreed upon, 
Jane walked over to Mrs. Baldwin’s house, 


almost bursting with pride. This was her 
very first job outside her own home. To- 
night she would be “in charge” of two little 
boys who would have to do what she told 
them. She had never felt so important in 
all her life. 

Mrs. Baldwin welcomed her and showed 
her to the bedroom where Tommy and Billy 
were already in bed, if not asleep. 

To page 17 





Jane could stand the noise no longer. She let out a piercing scream, and the boys woke up crying. 
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at summer camp 





An early-morning adventure 


HIKING AT SUNRISE 


By LINDA LEE 


A was quiet in Wawona summer camp 
that morning, except for muffled whis- 
pers in cabins C-6 and C-7. 

Suddenly someone murmured, “It’s 5:30!” 
and at once the quiet was gone and girls 
were donning pedal pushers, warm sweaters, 
and scarves. 

It was still quite cold when the girls 
stepped outside, for the sun had not yet 
made its appearance, but there were prom- 
ising signs of pastel pinks and yellows glow- 
ing on the eastern horizon. 

The blue Ford station wagon was wait- 
ing for them when the eight girls and their 
counselor met with Mr. Horace L. Tuttle, 
the camp naturalist. 

“Pile in, everyone,” he called, and there 
was a scramble for the seat each liked best. 
Some chose the very back; others wished 
to sit in the center; and some of the girls 
much preferred being in front where they 
could look through a pair of binoculars at 
the trees they would pass on the road. 

After everyone seemed settled and satis- 
fied, the car headed for the little lake just 
outside camp, with the girls from cabin C-7 
following in another car behind. 

Just as they reached the lake the sun 
peeped over the horizon, then leaped into 
the sky. It made the morning so beautiful 
the girls couldn’t help singing as they 
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gathered on top of a large rock for worship. 
Mr. Tuttle read the Morning Watch text 
and offered a simple prayer. 

Then the girls decided to hike around the 
lake, since Mr. Tuttle said that while ex- 
ploring there the day before he had un- 
covered many things of interest. 

From high above them the group heard a 
beautiful song. Mr. ‘Tuttle whispered, 
“Everyone be quiet.” They hushed at once 
and their eyes searched everywhere to find 
the source of such lovely music. Then Mr. 
Tuttle pointed to it—an olive-sided fly- 
catcher, perched on the limb of an old dead 
tree towering above the lake. His colors 
and markings were not too clearly visible 
because he was so far away. Mr. Tuttle 
quickly mounted his binoculars on a tripod 
and whispered, “Line up, girls.” One by one 
they looked through the binoculars. The bird 
was small and not too brightly colored, but 
his Creator had certainly endowed him 
with a beautiful voice. 

When everyone had finished looking, the 
girls walked on, casting backward glimpses 
to see if their little friend was still there. 
They did not see him again, but many times 
they heard his pretty song. 

The next object of interest they found in 
some low bushes near the lake—the sma 
nest of a piliated warbler. The parent bird 
fluttered and squawked at the girls but, of 
course, they had not come to do any harm, 
so after each had had a look, Mr. Tuttle said 
they should leave and allow the parent birds 
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to return to their young. The group went 
on its way, leaving two very upset birds be- 
hind them. Some were afraid that the par- 
ent birds would not return to care for the 
young ones, but leave them to starve to 
death. Mr. Tuttle assured them that it is 
very seldom the birds desert their young. 

Soon the excursion around the little lake 
was finished, and the girls climbed into the 
station wagon for the short ride down the 
Wawona Meadow Trail. 

Mr. Tuttle was thinking of a place back 
in the hills where he had heard there was a 
family of owls. Arriving there, he told every- 
one to be quiet. 

It was a beautiful spot, shaded by red- 
woods and pines, with ferns and wild flowers 
all around. Sitting on the soft pine needles, 
everyone listened as Mr. Tuttle gave a call, 
beginning with long, shrill whistles and 
ending in short, low ones. He repeated it 
several times without any response but soon 
there came the answer he was hoping for. 
An owl was talking back to him! 

Quietly the girls got up and looked 
around, but they could not locate the bird. 
Suddenly the most unexpected look came 
over Mr. Tuttle’s face, for right above him 
sat the cutest baby owl the girls had ever 
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Up on a branch were a baby owl and its mother. 


seen! The little fellow was sitting so still he 
seemed to be stuffed, with only his bright 
little beady eyes rolling around. 

Perched on a branch above him, his 


mother was watchin see that no one 
RE To page 22 





Mr. Tuttle told the girls to sit quietly and watch a limb high on the tree in front of them. 
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LUCK AT 


CHAPTER FOUR 


By MARYAN B. WILKINSON 


WHEN Mark Graham wakened again 
the sky was gray-white with a wet dawn. 
Silently he pulled a sweater on over the 
clothes he had slept in and put on his shoes. 
He couldn’t crawl out of the pup tent; the 
ground was too wet. So he sat on the end of 
his sleeping bag, put his feet outside and 
awkwardly stood up. The rain had stopped, 
but his shoes sank into the mud. They either 
sank or slipped with each step he took as he 
started down the little hill toward the lake. 

The boat attracted Mark’s attention right 
away, it looked so strange in the early light. 
As he worked his way closer he saw what 
had happened to it. The lake had risen in 
the storm and the choppy water had bounced 
the boat against the rocks. 

He could see a long crack in one of the 
boards. He couldn’t guess how many more 
leaks there were, but he noticed that the 
gasoline can was lying on its side in the stern 
and a film of oil on the water told him it had 
leaked. They would have to row home. 

At least the food would be dry, Mark 
thought. He and Grandma had lined the 
basket and lid with oilcloth last summer to 
make it more useful in the boat. Last night 
he had been careful to weight the lid with a 
good-sized rock to discourage any hungry 
animals that might come snooping. 

But as he worked his way down the slip- 
pery slope, he couldn’t see the rock on top 
of the lid. In the increasing light he soon 
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knew why. The lid was gone. Small animal 
tracks told him before he got there what he 
would find. A soggy box of pancake flour 
and some wet matches were all that was left 
of the whole day’s supplies. Bread paper and 
the wrappings from carrots and celery and 
the empty dishes that had held the sandwich 
spread and macaroni told the story. 

Mark turned toward the tent where Jack 
Clayton was still sleeping. He knew just 
the expression Jack’s face would have when 
he saw the food basket. He knew the tone 
Jack would use as he groaned, “Bad luck!” 

And suddenly Mark Graham doubted 
that it was bad luck that had lost them all 
their food. He remembered clearly putting 
the rock on top of the basket lid. He also 
remembered that Jack had been in the mood 
for an apple before he went to bed last 
night. Jack must have forgotten to replace 
the rock. Soon he would wake up and say it 
was bad luck, and Mark wasn’t going to 
agree with him. 

Mark looked again -at the trench he had 
dug around the tent. His friend was lying i 
there safe and dry because of the work h 
had done last night. But what had he said 
when the rain began? 

“Good luck you dug that trench.” 

Good luck. And then Mark remembered 
all the times when his friend had spoken of 
luck. Lucky he happened to have extra 
batteries; bad luck when he dropped a pile 
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of wood that wasn’t balanced right. Good 
luck. Bad luck. Trust to luck. Why bother 
with a hatchet and shovel? Well, it made 
Mark sick, that’s all. Good and sick! He 
wasn’t sure what he would say to Jack when 
he woke up, but he thought it would be 
something quite educational! 

He heard a sound from the tent. It started 
like a groan and ended with a sneeze. 
Jack’s head bumped the side of the tent, and 
a gravelly voice called out, “Mark!” 

Mark sat still a moment, wondering if 
Jack was as sick as he sounded. The voice 
came again. 

“Mark! Are you all right?” 

He was sick, that was sure. When a throat 
sounds that bad it must be sore, and Mark 
couldn’t stay angry with a fellow who was 
ill. He strode to the tent and lifted the flap. 

“Hi, Jack! I hope you feel better than you 
sound.” 

But one look at his friend told him that 
was a vain hope. Mark left his muddy shoes 
outside and crawled in to tell Jack about 
the boat. 

When he came out again, he knew what 
had to be done, but he wasn’t at all sure how 


With the gasoline gone and Jack too ill to help row, 


boat and swung the flashlight in an arc. Then he began signaling SOS. 





to do it. He couldn’t turn 
the boat over and mend it 
himself and he had told Jack 
to stay in bed awhile. So he 
took the basket and went 
looking for berries. 

The sun came out from 
behind the last cloud just after what would 
have been lunch time if there had been 
any lunch. Mark and Jack looked up at the 
sudden flood of light, and began to think 
they might survive after all. In two or three 
hours they were warm and dry and so was 
Owl Island. 

The boat was upside-down between them 
with a crude patch fastened to its bottom 
as securely as five bent-and-straightened 
nails could fasten it. It had been hard to make 
up their minds to use the front seat for a 
patch, but they had removed it carefully, so 
another board could be nailed in as soon as 
they got home. 

Jack was coughing as Mark pushed the 
boat off from Owl Island. Climbing aboard, 
Mark took the oars, chose an island pine to 
steer by and pulled silently for twenty 
minutes. The sun was going down when 





Mark stood in the 


they first noticed that the wind was grow- 
ing stronger. Mark pulled harder, checked 
his progress by two pine tops on the dis- 
tant shore. 

“Nil!” He looked at his watch. “Ten 
minutes of rowing and we're getting no- 
where.” 
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MY PLAYMATES 


By ENOLA CHAMBERLIN 


Rainy days or snowy, 
Dark days or bright, 

I have friends to play with 
Morning, noon, and night. 


Some of them are children 
About the size of me. 
Some live in the mountains, 
Some live by the sea. 


Some are kings and princes, 
Some are dogs and bears, 

Some are missionaries 
Telling men, "God cares." 


Where are all these playmates? 
Why, in lighted nooks 

Along the shelves that Father 
Put up to hold my books. 


ASA bA SASSI III I SS SDI IS IS I SS 


Jack dropped his bailing can and came 
and took one ‘oar, but the wind and the 
exertion sent him into such a spasm of 
coughing that the boys knew he would be 
unable to help row. Mark reached for his 
waterproof sleeping bag and handed it to 
Jack. 

“Wiggle into that,” he said, “if you can.” 

Jack opened the bag and Mark’s flashlight 
rolled gently out at his feet. Mark put it in 
the bow, and helped Jack zip himself in, 
helpless but warm. 
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As soon as Jack had had a few minutes 
to warm up, he unzipped the bag enough to 
free one arm for bailing. 

Pulling hopelessly on the oars, Mark 
found his mind running to a familiar theme. 
If he just had that radio set! At once he 
rejected the wild idea. He knew, even if 
Uncle Bart had let him make it, he 
wouldn’t have it set up in the Lazy Lizzy 
ready to send a message in this emergency. 
The best a person could hope for in a little 
boat was some sort of wig-wig signal. Sema- 
phore. But in the dark 

“Jack! Take this oar and hold the boat 
facing the shore. I’ve got an idea.” 

Mark groped for the light, cautiously 
braced his feet, and half stood in the lurch- 
ing boat. 

He swung the light in a broad arc and 
then began flickering his message. 

“SOS JACK SICK SOS SOS" 

On the porch of the cottage, Lois saw the 
light. 

“That’s Mark!” she called to Uncle Bart. 

He hadn’t been worried about the boys. 
Only a little rain had fallen on this side of 
the lake last night, and they had not realized 
how bad the storm had been. “You know 
Mark,” he had said. “He'll have every angle 
figured. They're probably just rowing home 
so they can say they did it.” Even when 
darkness came, Lois had been the only one to 
feel uneasy. 

“Knowing Jack,” she had thought, “I'd 
say he could tangle up even Mark’s plans.” 

Now the light was blinking steadily. 

“He’s saying ‘S O S’, Uncle Bart!” By 
then Uncle Bart was on the porch. He stood 
a moment on the steps with Lois to get 
the rest of the message, then ran for the car. 

Two minutes of driving brought them to 
the ranger station, and not a minute too soon. 
The ranger was on the pier, ready to step 
into the power launch. He recognized them. 

“That's Mark out there?” he asked, and 
waited as they jumped in. 

The code stopped blinking when the 





launch’s light went on and headed out from@®. 
to 


shore, but Mark kept the light swinging 
guide the rescue boat. 

“They camped on Owl Island last night,” 
Uncle Bart told the ranger. 

The ranger whistled. “There was quite a 
storm on that side of the lake last night. 
They probably had a bad night.” 

Jack had stopped bailing when the launch 

To page 19 























By LESTER E. HARRIS, JR. 


The Plant That Walks 


[7 LOOKS like a lollipop, it feels like jelly, 
and it slithers around all over the place. 
What is it? Is it a plant that grows so fast 
it appears to walk, or is it really not a plant 
at all but an animal that actually does walk? 
Scientists have spent years trying to find out. 
So far they haven’t decided. Most of them, 
however, feel that it’s a strange member of 
the plant kingdom, and have called it a 
slime mold. 

Slime mold looks much like a glob of yel- 
low Jell-O dessert. This is the walking stage. 
Certainly the mold travels. By a strange flow- 
ing motion it moves over the rotten log or old 
board on which it is living. As it travels, it 
picks up pieces of decayed wood for food. 
With a strong magnifying glass the pieces 
can be seen flowing around inside the fungus. 

As it travels, different parts of the fungus 
may decide to go in different directions and 
branches appear like the tentacles of an oc- 
topus. In this case the fungus gets very flat 








and spread out with many crosspieces con- 
necting the main parts like the cross-rungs 
of a ladder. Finally one part seems to win 
and the other parts reverse their flow to 
join this one, and the mold travels in one 
direction again, feeding as it goes. 

Slime mold can be broken up by straining 
it through a sieve, and when it comes out 
on the other side it flows together again and 
is still alive. Try that on something else! 
You'll kill it. But not the slime mold. It’s a 
living miracle. 

This fungus can travel only when the log 
on which it lives is moist. If the log dries 
out the slime mold changes its appearance 
entirely! All of its jellylike body collects 
into one solid mass and then starts to rise 
into the air. 

First a stalk is sent up and the jelly travels 
up inside the stalk to form a ball on the top. 
The fungus now looks much like a miniature 
lollipop and may be any color from light 

: yellow or red to deep purple 
and black. This is the resting, 
or spore stage, and the fungus 
can live this way for a long 
time. When the dry spell is 
over the “lollipop” bursts and 
thousands of tiny spores drop 
down into the log and form 
tiny bits of jelly. Each one 
joins its neighbor and the 
mold is once more a solid 
mass of jelly able to travel. 

Slime molds are identified 

To page 19 
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In dry weather the plant stops its 
walking and looks like a lollipop. 
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Northern California Proves Again That 


PATHFINDERS LIVE! 


PATHFINDER 








J. R. FERREN, Reporting 


wy sit around all day with nothing to 
do when you can be a Pathfinder and 
LIVE! 

‘Look at these pictures from Northern 
California. See that pup tent pitching con- 
test? There’s action! 

And look at that flint-and-steel firemak- 
ing contest. There’s drama for you, and 
suspense, and real excitement. 

Watch those boys march past. There are 
friends worth getting acquainted with. 

These scenes were shot at the latest Path- 
finder Fair in Northern California, where 
Glenn Fillman is MV secretary. The Path- 
finders used the county fair grounds, so 
many people came. Two large buildings 
were filled with exhibits showing copper 


Re 





TERRY MORAN 


Boys of Vallejo march out in parade, followed by Pathfinders from Walnut Creek and Martinez. 
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craft, glass painting, and camping, cooking, 
baking, and wilderness survival skills, to 
name just a few. 

An official on the grounds said that in all 
his years he had never seen booths go up 
so quickly and efficiently as the Pathfinders 
put up their’s that day. 

But don’t pass by those other pictures, 
taken at Pinecrest summer camp. 

No mere canary-feeding for red-blooded, 
living Pathfinders. No, sir! That bird the 
boys are feeding is a turkey vulture. There’s 
daring for you, and real adventure. 

Now look at those boys in the speedboat. 
What dliss. 

Say, if you aren’t a Pathfinder, what are 
you waiting for? 

















For a thrill, try feeding canned dog food 
to a turkey vulture as these boys are doing 


beside the nature museum at Pinecrest camp. 


GLENN FILLMAN 


“Done!” a team signals and the judge 
runs over to check while other teams 


stare in open-mouthed amazement. 


LS 


There’s tense excitement in the air when 
Pathfinders try to see who can be first to 
get a fire lighted with flint and steel. 
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Nothing can beat a speedboat ride like these 
Pinecrest campers are enjoying on Lake Tahoe. 
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Now must he stay home? 





EDWIN’S FISHING 


By DAVID N. SHARPE e | ( 
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ear a letter for you, Edwin,” Mother 
called as the slam of the front door an- 
nounced the return of her ten-year-old boy 
from the baseball field. 

“A letter! Oh, boy! Where is it? Who's 
it from?” 

“It’s on the living room table,” Mother 
called from the kitchen. “I think it’s from 
David and George.” 

Edwin tore the letter open with excited 
fingers for it wasn’t often that he got a letter 
and especially one from David and George, 
his big brothers, who were working in a large 
city a long way from home. 

Quickly he began to read the letter, anx- 
ious to know why they would be writing him. 
“,.. a fishing trip! Would you like to go 
with us? We're going to start in about two 
weeks and will come by and get you if you 
want to go.” 

“Mother,” he exclaimed, as he ran into the 
kitchen and waved the letter in his mother’s 
face. “David and George are coming home 
and they want to know if I can go on a 
fishing trip with them! Can I? Can I? I've 
got to write them right back, if I can go.” 

“Well, this is a surprise! When do they 
intend to go on this trip?” 

“In about two weeks. Can I go?” 

“I guess if they want to take you with 
them I'll let you go,” Mother replied. 

Joyously Edwin grabbed a piece of paper 
and a pencil, and sitting down at the kitchen 
table, he began to write. He was so excited 
that he didn’t notice that the sweat and dirt 
on his hands from the afternoon’s ball game 
were making great smudges on the paper. 

“Mother says I can go,” he wrote. “I am 
going to start getting ready right now.” Then 
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He had looked forward to the trip so long. 


signing his name at the bottom of the page, 
Edwin quickly folded the finished letter, leav- 
ing the seal of a ten-year-old boy along each 
crease with his dirty hands. Then stuffing 
the letter into an envelope and giving it a 
quick lick, he sealed it and ran to the mailbox 
to post it. 

“Boy, are we going to have a good time,” 
Edwin thought to himself. “Just wait till I 
tell the other fellows that I am going on a 
fishing trip. I just know we'll catch a lot of 
fish, and besides, we'll have a motorboat and 
maybe David and George will let me run it. 

I'm going to have to get my fishing 
tackle cleaned up because 
I want to be ready to go 


when they get here.” fee 


The days just seemed to 
drag by for Edwin. Every 
day he would get all his 
fishing equipment out and 
clean it and make sure 
everything was working 
right. He checked it all 
again and again to make 
sure he hadn't forgotten a 
thing. 

As the days passed, he 
became more and more ex- 
cited. He was so keyed up 
he couldn’t think or talk 
about anything else. He sat 
by the window or played 
in the front yard all after- 
noon, so he would be sure 
to see his brothers the in- 


Edwin threw himself across the 
bed. Why couldn’t he go fishing 
with his brothers on Sabbath? 
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stant they arrived. At last he saw the car 
turn into the driveway. 

“Here they are!” he shouted to his mother, 
as he ran to meet them. 

“Well, Edwin, are you all ready to go?” 
asked David, after the greetings were over. 

“I sure am! I've got everything all 
cleaned up and packed. I’ve been practicing 
too. Just wait till you see how I can cast.” 

“That's fine,’ George said, “because we 
are planning on starting right after break- 
fast tomorrow morning.” 


“Tomorrow morning! But tomorrow is the 
Sabbath.” A shadow crossed Edwin's face. 
He hadn’t planned on starting the trip on 
the Sabbath. He had forgotten that David 
and George were not Adventists and did 
not keep the Sabbath as he did. 

David had already left home when the 
evangelist started holding meetings in their 
town, and George, too, had moved away 
before accepting the Sabbath truth. Edwin, 
however, had gone with his mother not only 
to the meetings every night, but on the last 
Sabbath of the meetings he and his mother 
had joined the Seventh-day Adventist 
Church. 

“Oh, what am I going to do?” he thought 
to himself. “I know I ought to go to Sab- 
bath school and church, but I’ve been plan- 
ning on this trip so long, and I may never 
get another chance to go with them.” It 
seemed as though the bottom had dropped 
out of everything. 

“You want to get a good night’s rest 
tonight, Edwin, because we are going to 
wake you up pretty early in the morning,” 
David said, as he gave him a good natured 
pat on the shoulder. 

“T'll be ready,” answered Edwin, forcing a 
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smile to his face. 
early tonight.” 

“Supper is ready now,” Mother said, 
“and I think we should all try to go to bed 
early, if you intend to get such an early start 
in the morning.” 

Edwin did not join in the conversation 
at the table as he usually did, but ate silently. 
Soon he pushed back his chair and told them 
that he was going to take Mother's advice 
and go to bed, and bidding everyone good 
night, he left for his room. Throwing him- 
self down on his bed, he began to argue with 
himself. 

“Surely God wouldn’t mind if I skipped 
church and Sabbath school just this once. 
Besides, I will be out in nature and could 
think about God. . . . But the Bible says 
God is particular and wants us to go to 
church when we can. However, Mother says 
God is in nature, so maybe it will be all 
right if I go with them. They don’t come 
home very often, and I do want to go with 
them and God wants us to be happy... . 
But if I'm not in my usual place tomorrow 


“I’m going to bed real 
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in Sabbath school everybody will ask where 
I am. Maybe I could ask them to wait until 
after Sabbath to go. But no, David has 
already told Mother he doesn’t believe in 
the Sabbath, so that wouldn’t do any good. 
Oh, what am I going to do? I have never 
missed going to church and Sabbath school, 
and I guess I should go tomorrow. . . . But 
it may be a long time until I get to go fishing 
with David and George again. .. . Well, I'll 
wait until morning to decide what to do, 
but before I go to sleep I'll ask God to make 
it possible for me to go fishing with them.” 

Then slipping to his knees beside the 
bed, Edwin told the Lord how much he 
wanted to go fishing with his brothers and 
pleaded with God to make it possible for 
him to go. 

Edwin was awakened Sabbath morning by 
the sound of voices in the kitchen. Mother 
was already fixing breakfast for David and 
George, and from the few words Edwin could 
hear they were still planning to leave at the 
time they had planned on at suppertime 
last night. To page 16 
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WHO MADE MOTHER RUN?P 





By INEZ STORIE CARR 


B* THE time I was eight years of age I 
had outgrown the maple tree swing and 
Dad said, “I'll fix you a swing where you can 
fly through the air just as far as you want to 
go.” 
Fastening a fifty-foot rope securely to a 
cross beam of the rafters in the huge red hay 
barn he made a swing that held all the 
thrills of an airplane for me. 

The first day of June Mother was work- 
ing in the kitchen, happy in the knowledge 
that I was enjoying myself on the swing, 
when suddenly she felt uneasy about me. 
Pushing aside the rolling pin and wiping 
the flour from her hands, she peeked into 
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the oven at two bubbly cherry pies and 
then ran to the barn. 

“O Mother,” I cried in ecstasy, “see how 
high I can fly.” But Mother was staring in 
horrified shock at the top of the swing. 

When you thank God for your riches, 
Juniors, put high on the list “One Guardian 
Angel.” I was certainly thankful for mine 
that day. For directly above my head was a 
huge, six-foot snake with the tip of its tail 
curled tightly around the crossbeam. And 
it was swaying back and forth to get in line 
for a direct landing on my head! 

Mother screamed, “Get out of that swing!” 
I looked up and did just that. 

Who made her run out to the barn just 
when she did? 


“Go and get blind Jim, Inez. I have some 
work for him to do,” my dad said to his little 
girl one sunny day in June. 

Jim, a fat bay horse, was knee-deep in 
the daisies and white clover of the meadow. I 
caught up the kitten that was rubbing against 
my ankles and gaily started with halter in 
hand. 

Old Jim had brief times when he could 
see a moving object, but those times were 
so seldom we forgot he could see at all. 
This happened to be one of his seeing days, 
and if there was one thing above another he 
detested, it was work. 

When he saw me heading his way with 
the halter he quickly guessed what was com- 
ing next and charged at me with his fore 
feet flaying the air, trying to strike me 


Mother stopped in the doorway and stared 
at something above my head | hadn’t seen. 
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down. One blow would have cut my head in 
two. 

Around the corner of the highway, out of 
sight, was a Mr. Hutton exercising one of 
his prize horses. Suddenly the horse broke 
into a gallop. “Why all the hurry?” he 
thought, trying to curb the horse’s speed; 
but when he rounded the turn and caught 
sight of the drama in the meadow it was only 
seconds until he had rescued me from 
those clawing hoofs. 

Who made his horse start galloping just 
at the right moment? 

Writing this reminds me to say Thank 
you again to my patient guardian angel, and 
I'm hoping reading it will cause you to send 
a Thank you to yours too. 


Edwin’s Fishing Trip 
From page 14 


“Well, I can at least get up and eat 
breakfast with them. Maybe something will 
happen so I can go,” Edwin thought, as he 
got out of bed. 

“It’s about time you got up. I was begin- 
ning to think I’d have to come in and turn 
your bed over to get you up,” George said, 
as Edwin came silently into the kitchen. 
“What's the matter with you? Here we have 
everything ready to load into the car, and 
you are just getting up.” 

“Yes, sir, we should be out there right 
now. I'll bet there’s a big old bass out there 
somewhere just waiting for you,” David 
teased as he seated himself at the table. 
“This is sure going to be a fine day on the 
lake. It’s going to be nice and clear, and 
there is just enough breeze to ripple the 
water. What a perfect day and how the fish 
will be biting!” 

“It will be a wonderful day to go fishing,” 
Edwin thought. “Surely God wouldn’t mind 
if I went. I don’t get a chance to fish very 
often and hardly ever with David and 
George. Besides they have a new outboard 
motor, and I'll bet it will really run fast. 
They probably decided to go fishing down 
here just so I could go with them, and they 
will be so disappointed if I don’t go.” 

“Aren't you going to eat?” David's voice 
interrupted his thoughts. “We are going to 
be ready to go in a few minutes and you 
won't even be through eating. You're acting 
as if you had just come back from a fishing 
trip without catching any fish.” 
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“Don’t worry about me,” Edwin said, 
taking a man-sized bite and forcing it down. 
“TIL be ready.” 

“Well, you finish eating,” said David, 
pushing back his chair, “while George and 
I get everything packed into the car.” 

As soon as they were out of the room, 
Edwin forgot about his breakfast and sat 
staring into his plate. 

“Mother, do you think it would be all 
right if I went with David and George?” 

Mother came over and sat down across the 
table from Edwin. “Son,” she said very 
sympathetically, “I know how much this 
trip means to you; but as much as I would 
like to, I cannot tell you what you should do. 
You will have to decide for yourself.” 

“I hate to miss Sabbath school and church, 
but I want to go fishing with them. Besides, 
you have told me that God is in nature and 
that it is all right to think about nature and 
the things God has made on the Sabbath. 
Surely God wouldn’t care if I went just this 
once.” 

“What do you think Jesus would do if 
He were you?” Mother asked tactfully. 

“But that’s different. They are planning on 
my going with them. I have told them I 
would go and our Sabbath school teacher 
told us we should always try to do what we 
say we will do. . . . I guess Jesus would 
stay home and go to church, but Jesus wants 
us to be happy and I sure do want to go 
with them. I asked God last night to make it 
possible for me to go and He didn’t. I 
guess that means I shouldn’t go. . . . I just 
don’t know what to do. I want to go so-0-o0 
bad. Don’t you think it would be all right if 
I went?” he asked, his voice quivering. 

David came into the room at this moment 
and heard the question. “What's the matter?” 
he asked. “I thought it was all settled that 
you were going with us.” 

“Well, David, you know that we have be- 
come Seventh-day Adventists and this is our 
Sabbath,” Mother explained. “Edwin doesn’t 
know if he should go with you or stay here 
and go to Sabbath school and church.” 

“Oh, come on, Edwin, it won’t hurt you 
to miss church once. Why, we've planned 
this whole trip just so you could go with 
us. 

“I just don’t know,” Edwin said with 
trembling lips. “Mother, please tell me 
what I should do. I'll do whatever you say. 
If you say I should stay, then I will.” 

“I’m sorry, Edwin, but you will have to 











decide for yourself. You know what Jesus 
would have you do.” 

“Are you coming or not, Ed?” 

Edwin could control his emotions no 
longer and with sobs shaking his body and 
tears streaming down his face he sank into 
the chair and covered his face with his 
hands. 

His sobs were still echoing in the ears of 
his brothers as they drove out of the drive- 
way without him and started toward the lake, 
not quite understanding what had just 
taken place, yet sensing that a great battle 
had been fought and won. 

Never had Sabbath school meant so much 
to Edwin as it did that Sabbath, when he 
sat in his usual place among his friends. 
Everybody was present and it seemed that 
God’s Spirit was especially near to each of 
them. He became so interested in the meet- 
ings that for a little while he forgot all about 
the fishing trip. 

Soon, however, the meetings were over, 
and as they drove home from church, Ed- 
win’s thoughts turned again to David and 
George. How he wished they had waited 
until Sunday to start. 

“They are probably mad at me because I 
didn’t go with them,” he thought to himself. 
“They may never ask me to go with them 
again. If there was just some way to make 
them understand why I had to go to Sab- 
bath school and church, maybe _ they 
wouldn’t be angry with me and would ask 
me again sometime.” 

As the car turned into the street where 
they lived, Mother’s voice brought Edwin's 
thoughts back with a start. 

“Look! Look in front of the house!” 

“Why, it’s David and George’s car! What 
are they doing here? They are supposed to 
be out on the lake,’ Edwin exclaimed, as he 
stood straight up, bumping his head into 
the top of the car. 

Edwin was out of the car and in the house 
before his mother could stop the motor. 
And sure enough, there sat David and 
George in the living room as solemn as 
Edwin had been at breakfast. 

“What are you doing here? Why aren't 
you out fishing?” Edwin asked excitedly. 

“It’s like this, Edwin,’ answered David. 
“We got out on the lake and started fishing, 
but we got to thinking about how badly 
you wanted to go with us and somehow we 
just didn’t feel like fishing. We decided 
that if the Sabbath was so important that you 


would pass up this fishing trip to go to 
church and Sabbath school, then maybe we 
shouldn’t be out fishing either. So we de- 
cided that we would come back home and 
wait until the Sabbath was over and get you 
and start the fishing trip all over again.” 
“Mother!” Edwin exclaimed, as she came 
in the front door. “God has answered my 
prayer! He has made it possible for me to 
go fishing after all! Isn’t He wonderful?” 





il 





Seeeee 





WHICH ARE YOU? 


By VIOLET M. ROBERTS 


“I'm coming, Mother." And Ralph obeys 
As soon as he hears her call, 

But Willie pretends he doesn't hear, 
And keeps on playing ball. 

When your mother called to you today, 
Which did you do—go or play? 


Who Made That Noise? 
From page 3 


“I've told them to be very good while I’m 
out,’ said Mrs. Baldwin, “and I am sure 
they will be.” 

“I'm sure they will,” said Jane, smiling 
happily at the two boys. “I'll read them a 
bedtime story and that will put them off to 
sleep.” 

“Good!” cried the two boys kicking up the 
bedclothes. 

“That will be fine,” said Mrs. Baldwin. 
“I’m sure everything will be all right. I 
won't be back late. Good-by.” 

And she was gone. 

Jane read a bedtime story, then another 
and another, until the two lively boys gradu- 
ally became sleepier and sleepier. At last 
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You may look up the texts in your Bible to find 
the answers, then check with the answers below. 


Who Was He? 


By IDA MAE CRESTAKOS 


Because of his sin, about three thousand men were 
defeated in battle. 

Covetousness caused him to transgress a com- 
mandment of the Lord, to steal, and lie. 

He acknowledged his sin after he had been taken 
by lot. 

Me had hidden in his tent gold and silver and a 
garment he had taken. 

He was stoned to death and then burned for his 
transgression. 

See Joshua 7. 


Trees and People 


By PHYLLIS SOMERVILLE 


Match the person with the tree with which he is 
associated. 


1. Sycomore (Luke 19:2-4). John the revelator 
2. Tree of life (Rev. 22:2). Adam and Eve 
3. Gopher (Gen. 6:13, 14). Zacchaeus 
4. Juniper (1 Kings 19:2-4). Noah 
5. Tree of knowledge of good Deborah 
and evil (Gen. 3:1-6). 
6. Palm (Judges 4:5). Elijah 


ANSWERS 
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they shut their eyes and were off to happy 
dreamland. 

Jane put the book down and wondered 
what she should do next. 

It was then that she heard the noise. 

At first it was just a scratching sound, but 
soon it got louder and louder, as though 
someone was treading on a squeaky board 
in the next room. 

Jane's eyes almost popped out with fright. 
Was somebody trying to break imto the 
house? Could it be a burglar? Or someone 
come to kidnap the boys while Mrs. Baldwin 
was out? 

Her face turned white. Her throat went 
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dry. She couldn’t swallow. She couldn’t 
speak. She couldn’t even cry out. 

Still the noise went on. It seemed to be 
getting nearer and nearer. At any moment 
she expected to see the door open and a 
big burly man put his head round the 
corner. 

Squeak! Squeak! went the noise, followed 
by a loud rustling sound. 

This was too much for Jane. All her self- 
importance had gone. She knew now she was 
just a little girl after all. Suddenly she let out 
a scream that must have been heard a mile 
away. 

Instantly the boys woke up. 

“What's the matter?” they cried, sitting 
up in bed. Seeing Jane’s frightened face 
they became scared too. 

“The noise!” whispered Jane. “Can't 
you hear it?” 

The boys didn’t want to hear it. They 
dived under the bedclothes. 

Just then there were real footsteps out- 
side and a familiar voice called, “Are you all 
right, Jane?” It was Mamma. 

“Y-y-y-y-es,” stammered Jane. “It was 
just the noise. It frightened me.” 

“What noise?” said Mamma. “I can’t hear 
any noise.” 

“Just listen!” said Jane. 

Mamma sat down and listened. But there 
was no noise. The house was silent save 
for the ticking of the clock and the deep 
breathing of the two boys who were just 
going back to sleep again. 

“You must have been imagining things,” 
said Mamma. “If you are going to be a baby 
sitter you must be a brave girl and not let 
yourself get upset over little things. If you 
should feel frightened some time, say your 
prayers. That will make you feel better.” 

Mamma left, and Jane was on her own 
once more. 

Ten minutes later she heard the noise 
again. 

She was about to let out another scream 
when she remembered Mamma’s advice. 
Falling on her knees she poured out her 
heart to God. 

“Please save us all from the bad man 
who's trying to get into the house!” she cried. 
“Don’t let him hurt me. And don’t let him 
kidnap Tommy and Billy. And please help 
me not to be frightened of him.” 

How long Jane stayed on her knees I 
don’t know. But suddenly she heard the 
sound of a car driving into the garage. 














“It must be Mrs. Baldwin,” she told her- 
self. 

Jumping up she ran to the front door and 
opened it. 

“How’s my little baby sitter?” asked Mrs. 
Baldwin. “Everything go all right?” 

“Oh, yes, quite all right,” said Jane. “That 
is, er—er—all except the noise.” 

“What noise?” 

“Oh, it was dreadful!” said Jane. “I was 
afraid somebody was coming to kidnap the 
boys.” 

“What sort of noise?” said Mrs. Baldwin 
looking anxious for a moment. 

“Well, it was sort of a squeaky, rustling 
sound. I don’t know how else to describe 
it. 

“Oh!” cried Mrs. Baldwin with a laugh. 
“That’s our mice. I should have told you 
about them. They do make a dreadful noise 
some nights.” 

“Mice!” said Jane. “And to think I was 
so scared!” 





The Plant That Walks 
From page 9 


by the type of “lollipop” they produce. Some 
are long and slender like fingers; others are 
egg-shaped. Some have long stalks; others, 
short ones. The tallest are only one fourth of 
an inch high while the shortest are almost 
too small to be seen without a magnifying 
glass. 

The ways of God are marvelous to behold. 


Luck at Larkspur Lake 
From page 8 


left shore, and now the water was swirling 
around Mark’s feet. As the speck of light 
grew to a full-sized launch, it looked like 
all warmth and safety, all comfort, churn- 
ing over the lake’s unfriendly surface. 

Mark didn’t realize how tired he was until 
the launch pulled alongside and he tried to 
climb aboard. He fell against the side of it 
and two pairs of strong arms lifted him in. 
Jack they pulled over the side by the slack 
in the sleeping bag, and Lazy Lizzy was tied 
on behind. 

After the excited chatter had died down, 
the ranger spoke. 

“You know, Mark, I’ve picked up a good 


FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


If you want pen pals, write to some of these boys 
and girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you. 


Joan Corbit, age 14. 4671 Daywalt Road, Sebasto- 
pol, California, U.S.A. Horses, sketching, shells, oil 
painting, skating, designing dresses. 

Pamela Hildreth, age 13. 875 Walnut Avenue, 
Concord, California, U.S.A. Horses, piano, swim- 
ming. 

Carol Rhodes, age 14. 1573 Manchester Court, 
Concord, California, U.S.A. Piano, swimming, pho- 
tography, singing, horses, rocks. 

Betty Chaney, 108 Gregory Lane, Pleasant Hill, 
California, U.S.A. Swimming, singing. 

Anita Binoya, age 15. Bulanan, Midsayap, Cota- 
bato, Philippine Islands. Stamps, sewing, reading, 
playing. 

Estrella Binoya, age 11. Bulanan, Midsayap, Cota- 
bato, Philippine Islands. 

Adelina Genon, age 13. Managa, Bansalan, Danao, 
Philippine Islands. 








many S O S signals. I've yet to see a cleaner 
job than you turned in tonight.” 

“That’s what I was thinking,” Uncle Bart 
said. “If you can do that well with a little 
two-cell light, I'd say it’s time we started 
building you a radio set.” 

Lois, watching Mark’s face, knew it was 
a wonderful moment for her cousin, al- 
though he was too tired to act very excited. 
And Jack was too hoarse to do any yelling. 
There. seemed to be something different 
about Jack tonight. Not just that he was 
sick. Not that he was tired and cold. Some- 
thing had happened on Owl Island that 
had added a new ingredient to the friend- 
ship of the two boys who now sat on either 
side of her in the back of the ranger’s boat. 

When Jack spoke again he spoke to 
Mark, but not only to him. Somehow the 
new dimension of friendship included her. 

“It’s a lucky thing,” Jack began, but he 
broke off. “No, I don’t mean that. You 
didn’t just happen to know Morse code and 
have a flashlight along.” 

Could this be Jack Clayton? He went on, 
but more, now, to her. 

“It’s hardly ever luck, Lois. I’ve found 
that out. Mark’s kind of ‘luck’ is a matter 
of looking ahead and thinking what might 
happen, and—and being prepared.” 

The circle of friendship closed around 
them warm and confident in the cold wind 
on the choppy lake. Lois looked back and 
smiled a happy, secret smile at the Lazy Lizzy 
wallowing along behind. 

The End 
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SCHOOL LESSON 





Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


I1—Meeting Dangers in Lycaonia 


(JULY 13) 


Memory VERSE: “Nevertheless he left not him- 
self without witness, in that he did good, and 
gave us rain from heaven, and fruitful seasons, 
filling our hearts with food and gladness” (Acts 
14:17). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read the story of the apostles’ work in the 
province of Lycaonia in Acts 14:1-28. Find this 
province on the map and locate the cities where 
they worked—Iconium, Lystra, and Derbe. Read 
over the memory verse several times. Go over 
it daily. Find out to whom Paul addressed these 
words. 


SUNDAY 
Opposition in TIconium 
Open your Bible to Acts 14. 


When trouble arose with the Jews in Antioch, 
Paul and Barnabas decided to go into new cities. 
They went to Iconium. If you have not already 
located Iconium, find it on the map. Find in 
verse 1 how the gospel was received there by 
both Jews and Gentiles. 

But while “a great multitude” believed, there 
was also.a multitude among the Jews who hated 
the teachings of the disciples. They stirred up 
feeling against Paul and Barnabas. 


This did not succeed in daunting the fearless 
apostles, however. Read in verse 3 how they 
carried on their work. 


Feelings ran high, however, until we read 
that the city was divided, those who believed 
the gospel message on one side and those who 
sided with the unbelieving Jews on the other. 


Finally a rumor reached the ears of the 
apostles, and they decided to push on to the next 
cities. Look in verses 5-7 and see what the rumor 
was and where the apostles went next. Find these 
places on the map. 


For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 178; p. 179, par. 1. 
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THINK of the fearlessness with 
apostles continued preaching in 
opposition. 

Pray for those missionaries who even today 
preach the gospel at the peril of their lives. 


MONDAY 
A Miracle in Lystra 

Open your Bible to Acts 14. 

In Lystra and Derbe, Paul and Barnabas found 
people who were heathen. They worshiped Jupi- 
ter. They hoped that here they would not receive 
the ill-treatment that had threatened them in 
the cities where the Jews were strong, for there 
was no synagogue in Lystra. 

As they preached, the gospel found a ready 
response in many heathen hearts. The apostles 
talked of the wonderful works of nature and 
directed the thoughts of their listeners to the 
One who had made the wonders of the universe, 
and then to the One who had come to live among 
sinful men to help mankind. 

One day Paul noticed someone giving him very 
earnest attention as he spoke of Jesus and His 
miracles. In verse 8 find who this was. 

Paul’s heart went out to this cripple. Read 
what he said to him and did for him in the 
name of Jesus in verses 9 and 10. 

“In the presence of the idolatrous assembly, 
Paul commanded the cripple to stand upright 
on his feet. Heretofore the sufferer had been able 
to take a sitting posture only; but now, he 
instantly obeyed Paul’s command, and for the 
first time in his life stood on his feet. Strength 
came with this effort of faith, and he who had 
been a cripple ‘leaped and walked.’”—The Acts 
of the Apostles, p. 181. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 180. 

TuinkK how the cripple had to show his faith 
by standing up. We too must take the first step 
in faith before we can receive help from God. 

Pray to be willing to show your faith by tak- 
ing the first step. 


which the 
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TUESDAY 
Hailed as Gods 


Open your Bible to Acts 14. 

The miracle of the healing of the cripple had 
a startling effect on the people of Lystra. Read 
in verses 11 and 12 what they said about Paul 
and Barnabas. 

The Lycaonians believed that the gods they 
worshiped would sometimes come down to the 
earth. They had never heard anything like Paul’s 
preaching or seen a miracle like the one the 
apostles performed for the lame man. Surely 
these men must be gods, they argued. They 
called Barnabas, Jupiter (the name of the father 
of gods), because of his aged and kindly appear- 
ance. They believed Paul was Mercury, because 
Mercury was said to be an eloquent speaker. 


Going to the priest of Jupiter, the people 
asked him to show honor to the apostles. Look 
in verse 13 and see what the heathen priest pre- 
pared to do. 

Paul and Barnabas, resting in the house where 
they were staying, were unaware of these prep- 
arations until a commotion outside drew their 
attention. What did they say and do when they 
realized what was going on? Read verses 14 to 17. 

“It was only after much persuasion on the 
part of Paul, and careful explanation regarding 
the mission of himself and Barnabas as repre- 
sentatives of the God of heaven and of His Son, 
the great Healer, that the people were per- 


suaded to give up their purpose.”—The Acfs of 
the Apostles, p. 183. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 181, pars. 2, 3; p. 182, pars. 1, 2. 

THINK how differently Herod Agrippa had 
acted when he was hailed as a god. 

Pray to seek the approval of God rather than 
the praise of men.. 


WEDNESDAY 
The Jews Make Trouble Again 

Open your Bible to Acts 14. 

The feelings of admiration that the heathen 
of Lystra had for the apostles changed after this 
incident. They were disappointed when Paul and 
Barnabas refused the offerings with which they 
had wanted to honor them. Then something hap- 
pened that turned their praise and admiration 
into hatred. In verse 19 find out what it was 
and see what they were persuaded to do. 

The Jews from Antioch and Iconium told the 
people of Lystra not to let the apostles have a 
chance to speak. They said that if they were 
allowed to speak they would bewitch them. The 
people believed the Jews, and yielding to their 
suggestion, they seized Paul and stoned him. 
Severely bleeding and bruised and in a state of 
unconsciousness, Paul was dragged outside the 
city and left for dead. But those in the city who 
had become followers of Jesus did not desert 
him in this dark hour. Read in verse 20 of their 
loyalty and the miracle that they witnessed. 
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After Paul healed the cripple at Lystra, the townspeople called him and Barnabas gods and tried to 
worship them, but the apostles ran among them and told them to stop their foolishness. 
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One who stood by as a witness was to become 
a leader in God’s cause. “This was a young man 
named Timothy. When Paul was dragged out of 
the city, this youthful disciple was among the 
number who took their stand beside his appar- 
ently lifeless body, and who saw him arise, 
bruised and covered with blood, but with praises 
upon his lips because he had been permitted to 
suffer for the sake of Christ."—The Acts of the 
Apostles, pp. 184, 185. 

For further reading: ad Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 183; p. 184, pars. 1, 

THINK how gladly 'Peul suffered persecution 
for Christ’s sake. 

RESOLVE to be happy when you suffer incon- 
venience or disappointment or ridicule for the 
truth’s sake. 


THURSDAY 
Return Journey 


Open your Bible to Acts 14. 

After the stoning of Paul the apostles went to 
the nearby city of Derbe and preached the gospel 
there. Then they turned their faces toward home. 
Anyone less daring than Paul and Barnabas 
would have passed as quickly and quietly as pos- 
sible through the places where they had met 
with so much opposition—but not these two! 
Read in verses 21 and 22 what they did at each 
city on the way back to Antioch. 

They did something else too in the new 
churches that had been raised up. See in verse 
23 what that was. 

God delights in order, and it is not His pur- 
pose for churches and companies to function 
without leadership, so in every place Paul and 
Barnabas saw to it that officers were appointed 
—as they still are today—to carry on the work 
of giving the gospel to others. 

How happy Paul and Barnabas must have 
been to reach Antioch in Syria and their many 
friends there. What did they immediately pro- 
ceed to do in that center? Read verse 27. 

And what mission stories they had to tell!— 
the sea voyage to Cyprus, the meeting with 
Sergius Paulus, the victory over the sorcerer 
who opposed them there; the journey over sea 
and land to Pisidia; how many were converted 
to the gospel in Iconium, both Jews and Gen- 
tiles; how at last they had to flee for their lives 
from that city to Lystra; stories of the heathen 
people of Lystra, of the lame man’s healing and 
how the apostles were mistaken for gods come 
down to earth; about young Timothy; and about 
Paul’s brush with death when the Jews stirred 
up the Lycaonians against him; and finally the 
voyage back and the good reports from the 
— bands of faithful new believers in every 
city. 

— further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 185. 

THINK of the way Paul and Barnabas organized 
the churches and appointed officers to take the 
—e of the gospel. Do we do this 
toda 

Pray for those who hold positions of responsi- 
bility in your church. 


FRIDAY 


As Barnabas and Paul recounted their ad- 
ventures of the last part of their missionary 
journey (the part we have studied about this 
week) what do you think they had to tell about— 

1. A city that had a strong division in its 
feeling toward the apostles? 

. The escape from Iconium? 

. The sermon to the heathen in Lystra? 

. The lame man of Lystra? 

. The time when they were treated like gods? 
The time when Paul was left for dead? 

. Timothy? 

. The return journey? 

eview the memory verse. 
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Hiking at Sunrise 
From page 5 


harmed her child. Mr. Tuttle beckoned the 
gitls away, to see if the mother would join 
the baby. She hesitated at first, but as she was 
anxious to protect him, she finally flew 
down and sat beside him. Then she seemed 
to sense that the girls had not come to hurt 
them. At least it seemed so, for she began 
bouncing and bobbing her head and body 
in such a way it looked as though she had 
learned her dance from a Hawaiian hula 
girl. The young people were fascinated with 
her antics until they heard the call of her 
mate. It was clear that she didn’t want to 
leave Junior, but the call came again and 
seemed so urgent that she flew away. Pres- 
ently she returned and took Junior too. 

The group searched in the trees to find 
them again, but with no success. 

And by now it was nearly seven o'clock 
and the girls’ stomachs were telling them it 
was time for breakfast, so they hurried back 
to the station wagon and on to the dining 
hall. 

It had been a thrilling start to another 
wonderful day at camp. And if you don’t 
think the girls enjoyed it, you should have 
heard them chatting about it while they ate 
their breakfast! 
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Here is a DELIGHTFUL BIBLE COMMENTARY for Your Children 









READY FOR 
YOU TO ENJOY 


Vol.I— The Book of Beginnings 
Vol. ll— Mighty Men of Old 
Vol. Il— Trials and Triumphs 
Vol. IV— Heroes and Heroines 
Vol. V— Great Men of Old 

Vol. VI— Struggles and Victories 
Vol. VII— Wonderful Jesus 

Vol. Vill—Prince of Princes 


Vol. IX—King of Kings 


Watch for announcement of Volume 
10, which will complete the set. 


Place your order today and enclose 
remittance for any one or all of the 
volumes shown—better still, order 
the complete set of ten books. 
Volume 10 will be sent promptly 
when ready. 


———-ORDER BLANK——— 


THE 


Bible Story 


By ARTHUR S. MAXWELL 


TEN VOLUMES 
MORE THAN 400 STORIES 


Covers the entire Bible—all that a young child can under- 
stand told in story form—from Genesis to Revelation. 
@ Beautiful illustrations in four colors at every opening—full page 
and marginal. 
@ Adapted to the needs and enjoyment of boys and girls of today. 
The complete set of ten volumes of THE BIBLE STORY 
will provide the widest coverage of any Bible storybook 
on the market today. All stories are told in language that 
the modern family can both understand and enjoy. All 


take on new charm as the author fills in little details 
often overlooked. 


Price, $6.75 per volume 
Special Price, $4.25 each 
Complete Set, 10 Volumes, Only $38.95 


Postpaid to the Readers of This Publication 


scktian sthcsbacecibcheasssMapaaaaeciotece Church Missionary Secretary or 
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Book and Bible House 
Please send the BIBLE STORY, 10 Vol. set 
@ $38.95 $ 


Single Volumes as Checked 

0 Vol. 4 [J Vol. 7 
0 Vol. 2 (J Vol. 5 (] Vol. 8 
0 Vol. 3 [J Vol. 6 ( Vol. 9 





Zone .......... 





nro a t..... es 
Sales Tax Where Necessary _ .................. 
Total Enclosed ................... 





WASHINGTON 12, D.C. State 





Send volumes as indicated above—volume 10 when it appears. I will make prompt remittance. 
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KARI, the ELEPHANT, No. 10-By Harry Baerg 


COPYRIGHT, 1957, BY REVIEW AND HERALD. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 


1. The young elephants quietly crept into a banana 
plantation with their bells plugged with mud, and 
had a good feed of stolen fruit. 2. Next morning 
when the owners of the bananas saw what had hap- 
pened they followed the trail of the drag chains 








and found the culprits. Kari was tied to a tree and 
whipped. 3. To make sure that the plantation would 
not again be visited by thieves the owners built a 
“punge” fence of sharpened, roasted bamboo stakes 
planted in the ground at close intervals all around it. 














4. When Kari was eighteen years old the serious 
training for his work began. A “koonkie,” or teacher, 
was tied to him with a heavy rope and the two 
walked around while Kari pulled a light load and 
learned to obey orders. 5. A timber elephant has to 








learn the meaning of twenty-four different words of 
command and the “koonkie” saw to it that he did. 
6. In time he learned to thread his chain into the 
hole in a log, pull the log to where it belonged, 
then unfasten the chain and hand it to his oozie. 





7. When the log was caught against a stump he must 
turn around and pull it loose. 8. The part he enjoyed 
most about the logs was rolling them down a steep 
hill. He would edge the log carefully to the brink, 
watch it roll down, and then hurry back to get an- 
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other one. 9. Sometimes he would have to do things 
without being told. When a log he was pulling 
started to roll off the narrow trail on the side of a 


steep cliff it was a d gerous mo t indeed, for 
the heavy teak log could pull elephant and rider down. 











